esgary (o remark that the “ Hotel Europe™

- mbout to do,

THE MAN WITH THE LONE IDFA
BY DURT ARNOLD,
Thero's a creaturs tnat talks just to hear his
voloo sound,
And 'h"'l:"“‘ me in Ndgels whons'sr he's

nron

Ho's & chironic old ehinnor, who stuffs up wmy
car

As ho roiteratos on a singlo (doa,

He will reel off his gab on & subject so cold

That tltlol life of his phrases socms buricd in
moid,

And coutinusthae strain along year after vear,

While ho woars me all out with lis single dea

| ni.ht,

Heo's » nl';l!mou to moet whien vou're out for &
wallk,
For h&lruver'll g0 ‘way till he's had out his

And ‘l:'” poople who pass you will look up to

ar
His inforual choap din with a single idea,

Ho in known to onch readir—this chattering
wo !
Who, with hobby, will greet you in s'reot-car or |
Htore
With acrial yawps and big words that sound 1

til.lt'nr,
Will elucidate long on his single (dona.

Whaen to hsaven
ho'll walt,

B0 to button-holo apirits who eomo to the gute

Then he'll chatter wnd chin till he's sent to the

(% o soars, there (o ambush

rer,
Whomdl.lmy'll burn the old bore and his aingle
on

A TALE oF '53,

“The Yellow Girl," one of the palatial
stages on the Southwestern Line, rolled
into One-Hoss Gap one fine afternoon in
the month of Juune, in the vear of grae:
1853, Old Bill Keats held the ribbons in
those days. Dill was a jolly fellow, with o
heart like'a lion's, and a double storage ea-
pacity for poor whisky. On this partieninr
day Bill had imbibed preity freely, and was
not very sorry that he had bat one pas-
aenger and that ons booked for One«Hoss
Gap. His pasgenger was a tall, well-bailt

oung man, about twenty-tive, and good-
ooking.

Tom Iate, the proprietor of the Hotel
Europe, was standing in the doorway of
his hotel anxiously waiting for the Yellow
Girl to appear in the beud of the road
about a mile below. On the veranda, near
by, sat o wan clothed in a miner's garb und
smoking contentedly, but keeping a lookont
for the stage. When the stage drew up at
the door thit mun (ll!:i].!lwun*il betind the
bhotel, while the landlord welcomed his new
guest and took care of his luggnge,

The young stranger registered ng Walter
Paine, of San Froncisco, and asked to be
shown to his room at once. When the
landlord left his room be drew trom hLis
pocket & copy of the New York Torch and
road the following:

“The body of the young lady that was

icked up in the East Niveslast Friday has

sonn ddentified as being that of Miss
Lounise Ballard. Thoe friends of the vouug
wominn say that she was betraved by u
young wealthy miver from California, and
that from the day he deserted her she
showed unmistakable evidences of insane
ity. It is more than probuble that, driven
to maduness by her shame, she sought re.
lief in the cool walers of the Last Hiver."

The young man paced the room as he
read and reread the articie. Then he drew
from his pocket another packet containing
a photograph and letter. He studied t.o
puotograph for some tume and then read
the letter, It ranax follows

“S1. Lovss, May 30, 1853,

“Dear Warren: Your idenis agood one.
Herewith find the pholograph I promised
you, Ifoundit in Lu's trunk., Keep n
sharp lookont, and if you get a clue fol-
low it tothe end. I will meet vou at the |
appoiuted place on fie, ALperr,” |

It took several minutes for him to get
cnlm, so exeited had be become. Just as
he pud returned the paper and envelope to |
his pocket, the landlord rapped on the door |
and inqgunired if his guest dosired any sap-
per. He claimed that he had been enlling
to him from the foot of the stairs for sev. |
eral minutes and had obtained no reply.
The young stranger apologized and as-
sured bhim that he pretty  hangry,
whereupon they both repaired to the din-
ing-room.

Tom Pate, the proprictor of the Hotel
Europe. took an astive part in the manage- |
ment of his establishment, 5o active was
it, indeed, that he filled the positions of day
and night clerk, porter and hend water,
He wounld have been l.u“-l.-;‘\' if there Lind
been a bell in One-Hoss Gap. It is nnnee-

Wihs

was not overcrowded with guests at any
time. The two pnow under its roof wers |
the first ones in three woeks. The mun

who had been sitting on the vernnda was o
Huest and bad been there for several -]-l_\‘h.
His name, or at least the one he gave, was
Tom Whittleby, and he was n winer return-
ing to California after enjoyivg o big gpree
in New York.

When Tom DPate entered the dining-
room he infroduced the two strangers to
each other and then began to serve up sup-
per in an elaborate style—that is, on the
.dishes,

Walter Paine ate but little supper lhat

| The first ten miles alforded pleasant riding
‘| nnd tine seenery.

| den plonge and they were tossed high in

| his injury, went through bis pockets, nnd

| they were goon at the spot,
| pitinble sight.

Then he inclosed the note in an en-
velope, wrote the superscription and sat
down to think.

Il Kests bnd told bim that thers was
nnother stage road tive wiles south of One-
Hoss Gap, and that the east-boand stage
wonld pass along about one o'clock that
That if he wanted to get o letier on
it he would hinave to go a mile enst on the
rond to Dandy Gap, where the stuge
stopped. That would six  miles
nltogether, It was then balf-past eleven
and be wonld have to be moviug. So pnt-
ting on Lis hat he stolo down stairs and
out without attracting atiention, and was
soon speoding slong to Dandy Gap.

It was nearly three hours when he re-
turned, His trip must have proved satis-
factory to hum, for he looked more con-
tented than be had since ho steppad into
tbe hotel that afternoon. He stole vp to
Lis room and was soon sounil aslecp.

At five o'clock the inmates of the estab-
lishment were astir, and at o quarter past
six the great grain wagon, pulled by four
white horses and manned by Tom and
Walter, rolled away from One-Hoss Gap,

The two men talked ina
friendly way, but Walter was very guarded
tu his speech,

The road began to grow rongh and rocky
and the journey tiresome. The conversa-
tion was dropped and stiict attention paid
to the horses. Onve or twice the wagon
cnme noar being upset by the huge rocks
tant lined each side of the tmil, Fora
stretel the trail was clear and they fell to
talking again. They had gone along but a
short distance when the wagon gave a sud-

the mir.  Tom landed safely on the seat,
while Walter fell between thie wheels. The
wagon righted itself, the horses started
ugain., amd before he could extricate him-
.-'---tl'1 Walter felt the wheel erush bis right
limb.

The pain wos intense, and he swoonsd

awoy. How loug he remaiued in that con-
dition he could not tell, for when he re-
covered Lis senses fair Loua was shedding
Ler wellow rays on his wangled form
stretelied there between two great rocks.
It was Rome time |n'fl_l'l'l! ht_'o |‘0[],|12 l'r'rnll.-‘l"t 1
where be was. He raised his head o little
aund looked about. He wus nlome. The
wagon and all were gone. Hoe felt for his
papers and photograph. They were gone.
Moreover, lus pockets had been ritled. By
whom? Dy no other than Tom Whittleby,
who, when tinding bim uueonscious from

tinding bis own photograph and the paper
aud letter alread ¥ mentioned, resolved to
let lns pursuer die of pain and starvation,
alone on that desolats mountnin teail.
Wialter endeavored to get on his feot. He
band almwost sneceeded, when he fell baek |
exlinnsted on a sharp rock and became un-
CONReIoNs, |

The bours of night sped on; then came |

{ the dawn; the suu rose high m the heavens

i east its burning rays on the unpro- |
tected fnee of the unfortunate young man. |
He conld not resist them, for his reason |
Lad been dethroned and a violent fever |
had begun its work. The only thing that ‘
broke the solemn stillness of the 'ny was
the moaning and raviog of the nnfortunate, |

igh noon came and went. The sml‘
wns just settling down behind the great
Siprras when the mmble of a !
might be heard in the distance. Plainer
and more distinet became the rnmble,
until at length the white top ot an emi- |
grapt’s woagon might be seeing creeping
along the trail. An able-bodied man was
driving tiue oxeén, while his wife sat sew-
ing on the frontseat. In the year of the

wuron

Both

reve lossed high in the air,

wagon sut their danghter, n buxom yonng
lady dressed v o far from elegant costume.

Her poor clothiag did not mar the beauty |
of her [T ar fnr[n. She was o |||-rfv('[
woman in face and form, and it did not re-
quire the ald of a dressmnker to show them
to ndvantage.

Slowly the wagon jostled along until it
was within o few yards of where Harry lay,
The old man was whistling “Yanleo
Doodle,” winle the two women were inlk-
g, Allthree were soon startled by n moan.

| The wWnagon wWas stappe i, and all Hstenad.

The

wowmen jumped to the ground

Avain and wgain did they hear it
third tiweth

anil begnn to search, for they knew it was |
the moon of a human bemng. “Lucy, be
careful,” cauntioned the old wan as las

danghter jumped ona rock ana started on
the search. She had not gone very far
when she discovered Walter.

sShe called to her father aud mother and
Walter was a |
had bLurned his

The sun

wvening, for between studying the reatures | fuco o deep gnsh wos over Lis eyes, and

of Whittleby and interesting himself in the
strugglo for supremacy between the ﬁivn‘
and the butter, he lost his appetite. The
former afforded him much food for mental |
digestion, while the struggle between the
two most powerful enemies in the Hotel
Europe settled all his eravings for food.
Supper over, the two guests repaired (o

the “otfice,” and procuring cigars they fell
into a friendly chat. Tom Whittleby be-
gan to narrate some of the stormy stories
of his life,
little things that were highly interesting to
Walter. Walter said but little until he had

They fell into a friendly chal,
fieard about all he conld expect to. Then
ba began, and for two honrs kept the two
Toms busy langhing at his witly sayings
and funny stoiies.

So matters drifted along until late in the
night, when Tom Whittlaby said that he
had made up bis mind to start out for
Rich Find with a load of grain the noxt
morning, a8 an accommodation for a friend
who was sick and eould not go. Walter
asked what wos the distance to Rich Find,
and if he would not like a partner on the
road. Being told that it would take two
days' ride, and over a rough road at that,
but that he could go along if he wished to,
he readily assented to nndergo all the
fatignes. And well ho might. Accordingly,
he completod all the arrangements necos-
sary and retired to his room.

Ones again ia his room and free from
notice, he took & good look at the photo-
graph, as if to make sure of what he was
Theo be procured a shoet of
paper_nud by the dim, flickering light of
a candle penned the following:

“Oxe-Hous Gar, June 20, 1853,
“AramnT Banoonn, St James Hotel 8t Louis

“] have him. We go to Sacramento.

“WarTen" Illﬂlﬂh. aud fustice won. In five winntes

He warmed up and said many | o him

| knife and rosbhed at the big, burly fellow.
| The

| The old man, Walter and lien were on one
| #ide and Whiltleby with two iriends on the

his clothes were ragged and torn, Withont |
the least hesitation or show thev tenderly
vicked him up in their arms and earried
Ium to u bed of blankets beside the wagon. |
Then nll three set about to dress his
wounds and bathe him. |
They did not stop to think who he was or
how he came there, He needed assistance,
and he got it in o humble though sincere
way.  His fractared Hmb was set, his head
bandaged, and some restorstives applied

Then awpothier question arose. Their |
wagon was already overerowdwd. They
comdd not think of anytbing that wonld

wmse Lie Yyoupg man any pain, so they
juietly nuloaded half their Lelongings and
wade room for Walter, so fhat when they

| started on the next morning he was resting |

aon o comfortable bed,

Walter had fallen into good bhands. Den
Suell was o good old Ohio farmer, and was
on his way to the gold fields of "Californy.”
His wite, a woman of good practical sense,
wnde him an exeellent mate, while his
daugliter Liney was a combinstion of all the
good gualities of both. She had secured a
fair edueation in her native Siate. and was
n good hun-ulmﬂ[u-r. She was not o “=0-
ciety” Indyg, but one of those wommen who
can make home a place of solid comion..
Six weeks later they rolled into Sacra-
mento on a Sandey afternoon. Walter
bad recovered, and had told them his whole
story. They believed him, and insisted on
his remaining with them as long as he pos- |
sibly could. It wis only on secount of
Lucy's pleadings that he had consentad.

Uin the following morning Den and Wal-
ter took n walk through tue town. They
had wandered about for an hour,
and  were returping to  the “camp.
When well out of the town their
attention was attracted to a fght be.
tweon anold man and a big. burly fellow.
Walter halted and looked on for a mo-
went; then, uttering a curse, he drew his

big fellow caught Walter's eye
in time to save hs own life for n
faw minutes at least, Walter Palne and
Tom Whittleby stood face to face, remdr
for a fight to a Boidh. They understood
each other now, and both knew it was a
fivht for life. Not a word was spoken.

Io =iz seconds Lhe six men wers in
It wasa fight to

other,
a fght fenrfal Lo behold.

| plosive now nsed.

| be remembered
; will burn till a heat of about
| grees is reached, and then it

Walter and Bon remained unbarmed wkile
four bodies 1o at their feet,

To the crowd that collected Walter re-
lated the following:

“Three years ago this man, who ealls
himself Tom Whittleby, but whose nameo is
Tom Bands, went to New York City on an
excursion. While there Lo formed the ao-
quaintance of my sister. He had lots of
money, ialked weoll and wis a constant vis-
itor st our house, Things went nlong
nicely for a year, until one day he turned
up asmong the missing. We suspected
nothing until we noticed that my sister bo-
gan to mow despondent. Then we mwmde
a starthng discovery, but managed to keep
it from public notice. One uight wy sister
laft the supper tuble and we did not soe
her again until we viewed bher remaing aft-
er they were found in the East River. That

It was a fight to death, and justice won,

man was the cause of ler trouble und
shame, and, altbouch I was away from
New York while he was thore and conse-
quently never kaw him until a few weeks
ago, | had sworn to take his life. Now,
bovs, do you Ilame me for what 1 have
done?"

Three cheors was the reply, and Walter
and Ben returned to the “camp.”

A few daxs later Albert Dallard, Walter's
brother, arrived, bringing with him a large
sum of money,

Walter, Albert and Den entersd into a
business partnership and literally coined
money. The house they fonnded prospers
to-day, and Walter and Lney’s son runs
the business while the old grand-father

and unele go off on their extended vaca-

Ltions,

Making Expiosives,

No hospitals are ever required
aronnd a dynamite factory, as the
wounded are seldom found, says the
San Franciseo Call. In a large estab-
lishment, where immense quantities of
powder are constantly being handled,
there is nover an explosion except it is
a very serious one, and all who are
within  reach are killed outright.
Powder men realize this fact, and al-
ways assert with grim resignation that
if anything happens they never expect
to know anytlung about it. To be
seattered into fragments instantly is
their full expectation.

The chief dread connected with the
manufacture of all high explosives is
the unaccountableness of many explo-
sions, From atmospheric conditions
and other unknown and uncontrollable
causes explosions often oceur in a
mysterious and unaccountable manner,

Giolatine is the most gowerfnl ex-
It is a compound
of gun-cotton and nitro-glycerine,
which must be mixed together till it
resembles a thick, dark paste, like
stiff fruit jelly. The workmen mix it
in a pan as o woman mixes flour and
water into dough. The hands are cov-
ered with long rubber gloves. This

| gelatine powder or paste is twice as

powerful as dynamite, and there is
quite & demand for it in blasting the
hardest rock in railroad tunnels.

A most stupendous exhibition of
nerve and coolness is sometimes re-
quired in the life of a man who works
in dynamite, Owne vear sgo in n local
factory a 4. .000-pound tank of nitro-
glveerine suddenly caught fira. Flames
six feet high burst from the surface of
the fluid. Superintendent Frank Holler
aud Foreman Erick Starke were pres-
ent, and they immediately turned com-
pressed air into the tank, and by other
means suppressed the tlames. It must
that nmitro-glycerine
ol de-
will ex-
plode. If the fire can be extinguished
before that degree of heat is xeached
there will be no serions consequence.
In the above instance it was the safer
course to try to put ont the Hames, as
if an explosion was to oecenr it wonld
come too nlllr-.'lil_‘.' to allow escaps to a
sufe distance, A man under such eir-
cumstances, howevar, is more linble to
nse his legs thoan his thinking faenlties.
If that tank had exploded its mate
standing within six feot of it would
also have exploded, sonding up =,000
pounds of nitro-glyeerine in one flash.
I'he detonation would, no doubt, have
beon sonsibly felt in all parts of the

| Btate,

Military Diseipline,

Prolably in no other army do we
find such curious ofenses against Jdis-
cipline a8 m our own. We note a re-
cént court-martial case whern a sol-
dier, when at drill, having been cor-
rected by his commanding officer for a
mistake, did speak out in ranks and
say, “l was right,” and after the com-
pany had been brought to “place rost,”
approached the commanding olflicer
and sad: “Lientenant, I was right
and yon weras ‘wrong,'” and having
been ordered to stop his talk and re-
turn to Lis place in ranks, said: I
won't shut up, and I won't allow mv-
self to be bulldozed by you or any one
else.” The unfortunate exercise of the
recdom of debats results in the with-
drawal of the party of the second part
from the nctive lista for the period of
ono year and a forieiture of the sum of
120, — Army and Navy Journal,

The Moeither<in<Liw in New DBritain,

Among the natives of the New Brit-
ain ‘slands a man must not speak to
his mother-in-law, Not only is speak-
mg forbidden to this relat ve, but she
must be avoided. f by chance the
Indy is met the son-a-law must hide
himself or cover his face. Suicide of
both parties is the outcome if the rule
is broken. ¢ ne of the English mis-
sionaries tried to get at the natives'
idea of an oath, and he found that the
most solemn asseveration among them
was: If I mmn not tellmg the truth |
hope I may touch the bhand of m
mother-in-law, — San Francisco
Chronicle.

Tur human hair varies in thickness
from 1.200 to 1,000 of an inch, Blonde
hair is Lhe foest, snd rod bar the
coarsest. A German investigator finds
that in four heads of hair of e unal
woight, the rad one contaius abont
90,000 hairs, the 1 lsck, 10,00, the
brearn 109,000 sud the blonde 110,000,

O yer want me to sell yer
er story, yer say !

Spin er yarn ‘bout Amer-
fen's tire-cracker day?

Tell yor sunthin' as hez
er big 1aff in it hey ?

Mabbe naow, ver may
think thet ot's vasy
tew du,

TeH er story thet's cotn-
fonl, suituble tow :

Hmlll.'.n‘m s Fr'l make
sout, tho' Exr can't say
ot’s new,

Un ther ¥Fo'th or July, in

Al | 't
the yoar “ii—
(Ef mer granther's alive
thot's ther date he
. »  would fix',

= Wuz ther time w'en 0d
5 Bess plaved sowe won.
: darful tricks,

Jent entonishied ther family by cuttin up pranks

wuz never afore done by besst on four
shanks

(An' in them days not even by two-legged
aranks).

Naow, Old Boss wus ther nicest uy family kine,
With er genuine Puritan pedigres fine
Not er drop uv bad blood ter be traced in ther
line ;
An' ther erittur'd conducted herself in er way
Teor comnmund thoer respect uy ther people, they
Y.
t-'ptard when sho observed independence thet
ny.

Yer kin think Er'm er drawin’ sn awful long
bow

Wen Er tell yer ther yarn, but et's notooally
R

Thet ‘twas nuthin but drunkenness ailed thet
ere fpow |

Et's er fact, boyvs, beliove me er not, ez yer
pleane

Et won't change ot er bit —ot's oz stralght exout
chiov i,

Bho jest drauk half er gallon or spirits with ease,

Yer see, granther wuz ef man ¢z sleek e er
]-t.n--t_

On all pints uv religion till he wuz deconsed-

An' bgosh! he eaid coru-julee wuz wusser'n
stale yeanst

"Twar or hard blow ter him ter stand under and
grin,

Wen 1] Bess eut her caper an' drank up thet

¢in
Tho' I allus will hold sho wuz blameless uv
sl

In ther taowne uv hersocket, erway dnowne in
Muinoe
(Ef yor look on er map uv old King George's

r '
Yor will find ther place marked in big print lot-
ters prining ;
Therie ther Britishers made their hendguartors
one dny,
Just noutaide ther tnownship whero granther s
faru Iay,
Old  Bess

graas aml

chewod her cud epn’ ecropped
louse hiny.

An'

| Ther day when independence an® liborty enm

|
| An'

Wien thor belis wus
ther drum,
An' ther tories in
d tamis,
Er small squad uv wild foragers sout on er
BTN
i1 Besa by ther brook ez she
neath o1 troe,
est fitled her with gin in their rollicksome
Rive

er poatin’, 'mid saounds uv
toown wuz nigh stricken
stoml

Spied
An'
When their bottles wuz emptiod ther rod-coats

1|"'l l'llll:.
neighborin’

While

song

Old Bosa  stood

whil's wrong

When wy granthor came nout with his pail an
his stool

Ther wild troopers hoeill gone and wuz duown
ber ther pool,

An' Old Beass she wos actin’,
foul,

hills re-echosd their

amazed an’ wondered

b'gosh! like or

Ez she flu rnound ther pastar’ on "lectrioal loga
Yeor'ul or tho't she wuz duncin’ er top er fresh

ORKN,
ﬁn'h]l: mndo ther oll farmer skip, too, on his

Pege
Till ther sewoat ot joat poured daown hila chevks

om ther run
i While he prutty nigh swore: *“Whoa! by ther
pgret horn spun!
Er'm no shakes on ¢f chasin® er onow ‘o they

sunl

Bo he waited ontil ther eritter stood still,

Then appronched her quite gently with “Eoh!
Bosn, ya (17"

When be wilked in ther pall or most generous

fill.

Noow ther farmer'd got thirsty er chasin’ ther
CROW,

An’ e sot daown ther pafl fur ter mop off his

brow,
With er muttered *Er vum!” an' er smothered
“Lr awiow |*

8o afore e went hum ho jest tuk or gret awlig

Uv ther milk, theu gave acmo ter old Maooter,
thor pig.

An' went lnter ther barn where he whooped np
or e

*Whut » ther roatter'th ther milk ** ther youug
dniryiaid eried ;

Then ther fumbly all tasted an' vowed with
just pride,

"Twas ther best In their lives they ever hed
tried,

An' in consequence all er ther milk wuz soon
BROle—

Not ar drap uv it joft a2 sure ez you adr born !

An' ther ‘fect thet it hed wuz or sort uy or corn

Kaow thor Densov he ealled 'fore ther mllk
wur drank up,

An' old graony she lowed thet he must hev er
oup,

Bo ter pleass hor ther Doesocon he mipped or
small sep.

The reanit wuz eleotrioal, renlly 8o, gnita!
Fer ther skimpy old Dencon behiaved ke er

fright,

An’ declared he'd buy Dess thet very same
night

On ther ;‘nilvrin momin’ ther sun'a rays wua
high

An' no one ter Okl Bess in ther pastur’ eum

pigh,
Till the Doncon’s wee spouse henrd her beller-
in' ory,

Naow, her huaband from hum otayed ervway all
thet night,

An’ eun back srleokin’ ex tho' all weren't right,

An' er most comieal sheercrow an’ pityuble
slght!

e ln;‘d sl In ther pastor’ an’ volled In ther

irs
Till bin best clothos wus grizaed aa’ be'd tau
Lis white shirt—

S0 no wonder he talked with a stummerin
apurt!

Wien bis wife cum ersound ter wer granther’s

WArm

But the -luiu she saw there gave her cause for
ninrm ;

Fur ther housemald wus sleeping pear by er
ool fire,

While ther darter lay on a blg sofa near by her,

And wuz groanin’ and moanin’, an’ eallin' her
#ire,

\

Nuow, orwny tor ther village thor busy dame

flow,

Ter report ter ther neighbors ther gossip she
kuew ;

An' ther poouvle nll listoned ontil she was

through,

When they puckered their Hps, with er rniso ov
thor brow,

And gnve utterance ter an’ emphatienl “Naow |

Who'd er thunk it! Thet beats we all boller,
Er swaow !*

Wen old granny erwoke et wux Iate in ther
duy,

An' surprised, bless my stars! but "bout gran-
ther, stay—

He wus fround In thor barn where he'd hid in
ther hny,

An' he seted right curious-—dazed, so they wadd,

Like vz of he hed lost all ther bralns in bis

el ;
Ho snld 1.1|tlm|'i
tor his bed.

but walked struight up-stairs

All ther gossips erbaout hed nnow plenty tew
d

0

Ter relate tor ther quidnuncs whu wonld nsk
v, *“Whut's nu #*

An' ot woon renched ther ear ov ther Britishers
rw

But ther story they told no one ever belleved —

Whut er senndalous thought! That ther ded-

coness coneeived
Bich or story ez thet uan’ ther village deceived,

Ther {dea uy trym’ ter chisngo td-bits uv news

By Inventiy’ sioh yains wus tow By er ruse

They'd er mind ov their own ter berlieve ex
thev'd ehuso

Still ther denbt fixed ots racots in ther minds
ov or fow,

And they gave ter mer granther ther crodit
thet's due,

8o Er trust you'll b lenfent an” du ther same,

W

Thet von H‘ spenk Heghtly ov granther's milky
high-Ny

Give ther erasdit tor Ol Hess whu hez gone
npon bidh,

Ez ther fust velebrator ov the Fourth er July.

Burt Pty

F‘__-‘_"-—l———"

Reapix' Tae DOOKYMENT.

IHE Fourth of July
celebraion at Bolney's
Girove wn® not, as the
editor of the BHurley
ke hod prepared him-
welf to sav, the most
en oyable event of the
senson, although,
while the committee of
Aarrangements was at
work there wersa none
of those serious hitches
which so often bring
about the fatlure of a
commendable enter -
s prise. In fact, every-
< thing worked with en-
=3 conraging smoothness
=~ nntil il was s=ttled that

=

should read the Declaration of Independ-
ence., Then Miles Brewer got up and
said

“Fellers, T had ealklated on readin’ that
ar dockvment mys £, 1 told a wider woman
that I'a goin' to =ee, that I wonld read it,
an’ of 1 don't she'll think that I ain’t gotno
influence in this here community, an’ my
chaners will be sp'iled right thar.

“Now, Miles," replied Calonel Swagerty,
“thur yon go. tyin' smack smooth offen the

hundle, I'mnan older mon than yon adr,
an' am ther'fo' mo in necond with the
dockyment. Tell you whetll be about
richt: Il read it fust, an’ then ef the

bovs Tow it nin't read right, w'y then you
ken give it o whirl.”

“1'm u thonsun' times ableeged to yon,”
Miles replied, “bat I ama't a-goin’ to read
no secotd-band deelaration fur no man; so
yon ken count me out.”

“Oh, I reckon we ken worry along with-
out vou,” snid Colonel Swagerty.

“Ail right,” rejoined Miles. “Ef thar's
any worryin' to be done you fellers air goin'
to do it; you ken bet yore old dockyment
on that.”

“sorry he went off thater way,” said the
chairman of the committee,

* Lot him go,” replied Colonel Swagerty.
“He nin t big enough to read a dockyment
that kivers the whole country, an' ef be
don't want to come out an' enjoy hisse'f,
w'y, let him stay away. He don't know
"zackly what tbe whole thing's about, no-
how. He never heard of the battle of New
Orleans, an’ of con'se hain't expected to
know that the dockyment kivers that purtic-
uler contlick.”

The day wns beautiful. A number of
benches had been arranged in the grove,
and o gayly decorated stand had been
erected by the Colonel, who, proud of the
distinction which he bad won, and deter.
mined that the “dockyment” should not he
hnmilinted while in bis hands, had bought
Inmber with higs own money, nnd had, with
his own artistic *paw.” painted an eagle on
a bed-sheet and hung it on a swinging
limb just above the stand. The brass

vand from over the creck came in a wagon

—

which had been used a few days before to
| convey a condemued negro to the place of
| execution; and o crael fellow, who isal-
wava provided with a wet blanket which he
delights {u throwing upon the glowing
con's of good cheer. romarked that the
negro ought to have been brought to
the eelebration, and that the band

1 boys had ouly practiced durin
she hgdd mel herselfl up ter ther Lilin' piut J days of four weoks (und the furmers had

would have rendered mom lasting
sorvices to the ocountry by bei
hanged. In view of the fact that the bun

the rainy

complained of dry weather), there was, [
reluctantly admit, some justice in the re.
mark. hen the band had cessed to har-
ass  that national air, “Molly Dar-
ling,” the Colonel elimbed npon the plat-
form. He sat down, and after looking over
» number of papers, tarned to a friend and
with an air of great perplexity said:

“Bill, by gings, I've lost that preshus
dockyment.” :

“That's bad,” Bill replied. “Ain't yeu
got somethin’ elso that'll do ns well?”

“l ain't got a thing but ecut-throat
morigages.”

o lteuﬂ ono of them,” Bill suggestad.

“I'm almost afeerd.”

*Oh, vou neenter be. Nobody will ever
know the diffurence, an’ 'sides that, the

, = |
L{ﬂ?h s~ (olouel Jov Swaverty |

Doclaration of Independence was only the
| Iaftin’ o! a morteage after all.’

| “Ihat's a fact, Billie. You've gol a
great head on you, my son, nu' ef you
| wateh yore pints like yore Aunt Nancy

W watehin' a kittle of bilin'soap, you'll own a

| eross-roads sto’ an’ u new suit of jeans .one
of these here days. Wall,” gettivg up,
“the brin'le cat is about ready td make a
mj.
ju']‘}aen he faced the erowd and said: “Fel-
ler citizens, we have met lhere on this
solemn oceasion—not so blamed solemu as
| yon mout suppose—met on this lively oc-

vasion —no. so lively but it mout be worse
—1to celebrats this great celobration. I
will now read to vou o dockyment that—

Just then there arose the fearful ery of
“Mad dogs!" “Mad dogs'” Six or eight
territic-looking dogs had dashed into the
crowd, and the people were running fir
their lives. Three of the dogs dashed up
to the speaker s stand, snd, sitting down on
the ground, pointed their noses at the
Colonel and the members of the conumnit-
tee. Bv this time the crowd hiad dispersed.
The Colonel and his friends were alone.

“Merviful heaven!” Jondly mourned the
Colonel, “they are going to jump ap here!”

The dogs had begun to ent ugly capers.

“Grmb a limb an' climb up in the tres,”
some one sbouted,

The Colonel seized a limb, and after
every one else bad found a safe lodgment,
be succeeded in climbing a short dis-
tance, when, to hLis Lorror, he found that
he conld climb no further, nnd what mads
the situation still more thrilling, he found
that the swinging lmb dipped him down to
within a few feet of the most {erocions-
looking dog.

“Oli, Lord!" the misernble man groaned,
a8 he felt bimself again dipped down, “I'll
Let anvthing he nubs me tlis time, Why
st l¢ burdened with so mueh flesh?
Can't you relieve we of u little of it?"”

“The dog will do that!” shouted some
| one who was aafe 1n the top of the tree.
| *“You scoundrel,” siouted the Colonel,
“yon inferpal scoundrel Oh, Lord.
forgive we for using such harsh language,

for | am dipping down again. Oh, Lord,
did yon see him snap at me? I'm gone—
| bet o bundred dollars I'm gone. Look at

| bim! Oh, Lord, he's coing Lo jump at me.
Bat n hundred an' fifty I'm gone.”

The day wore away in agouy, and a night
of misery settled down. ‘lhe Colonel,
alternating between praying and betting,

wssed the night somehow, and when day-

Iii.;ht came the worn-out man saw that the
llll"‘i WeTeé LODe, 'l'lu: l'nll)l't-l. Ilu:lhlﬁ to
climb down, turned loose and fell off like
a sloth.

Miles Brewer, early that morning, called
nup a pack of bloodhounds, and, as he fed
thew, remurked:

“Giood old boys. They tell me that yon
done yore work fine. Wouldu't take nothin’
fur vou. Didn't bear the readin’ of the
| dockyment, did yvou? Good old boys,”

Ofor Pfeoel

He Dipx'r SELL Otrr.-

Some vears ago, when Barmum's cirens
passed through o country village, a small
boy's father was too poor to allow Lis son
the chance to see the menagerie. The boy
saved some money through selling some
| fried pies bis wother vcooked to help him
out, and, with a double Lasket load, on
Fourth of July morning he walked to the
next village, where he told Buarnum his
| story, and (ha good-learted showman
passed Lim in and gave Lim permission to
peddle his pios amoung the visitors. The
voy wandered aronud with mouth agape at
the living euriosities e viewed for the first
time, and finally came to the elephauts.
Here he set his basket down to rest lus
arm, and while watehing one elephont the
secoud reached out and appropriated Lis
basket of pies. The clephants fed them-
selves with the sweetneats and politely re-
turned the boy bis basket, He started ont
of the tent with bis omp'y basket and met
Mr, Uarnum.

“Well, well, little bov,"” said the show-
man, “yon've had good luck, hain't yon?
sold out guickly?”

“No, sir,” said the boy, between his
aods.

“Didn't sell them?
done with them?”

“I—I—1 -1 dido't dew nuthin'—wi-wi-
wi-with 'em. Th-th-th-tha-thet duarned
bi-bi-big iugy rabber thing too-too-tonk
‘is t-t-t-nil 'n shoved 'em in his pocket,”
blubbered the unfortunate lad, with a series
of boo-hoos.,

|

Why, what have you

Havp Risex iy Tae WorLD,

“Well, Michael, it appears {o me that
von are putting on considerable style
Intely, wearing big dinmonds and a
silk hat,” said a merchant to a former
porter in his employ.

“Well, ver wee, sorr, Oi'm afther bein'
ellicted aldioun in tha Nointainth warrnd,
sorr. Oi'm wan er tha Fowth o Jowly
cnmmiltay, an' have er handle on me name
like er gintleman now, sorr. Tha payple
calls me Misther O'Brannagun instid av
Moike, nn' tha rist av tha aldimin waddent
luik at me ov U1 didn't wear er hid-loight,
sorr.”

BORROWED SoLENNITY.

“Flipkins, why is 1t you always look as
solemu as an owl and scowl so, while you
are writing bumor?” nsked Clairette,

“I borrowed the habit when | chummed
with a sexton and undertaker. His em-
plovmernt and my own were #o much alike.”

“So much alike! For goodness’ sake, in
what do they bear the least possible resem-
blanes to each other?”

“Well, burving a man is a grave affair,
and the writing of humor for a living is a
very serions nndertaking.”

= ——
0, ror 4 Tomuy!

“Good day, Deacon. You reﬁoin to
r

colebmte, I see!” exclaimed Reov, Mr, -
pit on meoting with Descon Longhair and
his little son on the Fourth of July.

“Yes; 1 am going to take Tommy to the
cireus. 1 have promised all summer to
tnke him to seo the menagerie,”

“Be careful you do not stray into the
performer’s tent yourself,”

“0, no fear of that, None at all.™

“How 1 wish I only had a Tommy I
could take to wsee the animals!™ seaid the
minister after the retreating forms of the

Deacon and Tommy were out of hearing.

v



